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pany of
which almost the whole of the English
Stage and a aprinkling of soclely peo-
Ple were present, was a complete suc-
cess. Loulse made a charming host-
a8, and Bir Edward more than ever
Justified his reputation for saying the
right thing to the right person at the
right moment. The rooms were crowd-
od with throngs of distingulshed peo-
Pple, who all seemed to huve plenty to
say to one anothen,

The only person, perhaps, who
found himeeM curiously 11l at ense wus
John. He heard nothing but French
on all sldes of him—a Innguage which
he read with some facility, Lut which
be spoke llke a schoolboy.
been wandering about for more thun
an hour before Loulse discovered him,
Bhe ut once left her place and crogsed
the room to where he was standing by
the wall,

“Cheer up!” she begged, with a de-
Hghtful smile. “I am afrald that you
are belng bored to death. Will you
Dot come and be presented to our
Bucstsy”

“For goodness' snke, no!" John ln-
plored. *“I have never seon one of
them act, and my French Is appalling.
I am all right, dear, It's quite cnongh
pleasure to see you lookim so beauti-
ful, and to think that I nm going to be
allowed to drive you home afterwarl.”

Loulse looked into a nelghhoring
mirror, and gazed critically at her
own reflected Image. 8he hnd o enrl-
pus feellng that at that precise mo-
ment she had reached the zenith of
her power and her charm., Hoer gudl
ence at the theater hnd been wonder-
fully sympathetic, had responded with
rare appreciation to every turn of her
wolee, to every movement nud gesture,
The compliments, ton, which she hil
been recélving from the crowds wha
had bent over her fingers thot night
bad been no 1dle words,

8he wnr consclous, aeutely
sclous, of the atmosphere she
ated around her. She wos glovyine
In the subtle outward shaus of 1t She
wns In love with herselr; in love, too,
with this delghtful new
loving,

-

reelive ol

n that woment of hor oelomph, o
have passed her arm throngh Johy's
to have led him op to them ull
bave snld:

“After all, you see, T am n viry shiney

ple sort of woman, T limve done Just
the sort of simple thing that other
women do, and [ am glad of H—vepy
glnd nnd very happy!"

Heor Ups moved to the music of her
thoughts. John leaned townrd hoer,

o MBI you sny nnything? he asked,
a “.j"OIL (}gl_!!‘. Bmul[!, of conrse T didd
pot! Or If I did, It was just one of
those little whispers to oneself which
menn nothing, yet which count for so
puch. Can I not do anything to muke
you enjoy yourself more? I shall have
Lo go Luck to my guests now, We
are expecting n roysl personage, nnil
those two dears who keep so close to
iy slde do not speak a word of Euog-

“Plense go back, dear,” John hegged

aptly. “It was nice of you to come
at all. And here's Sophy at lust, thunk
goodness! Now I am nll right.”

She laid her fingers upon his aro
“You must take me buck to my
place,” she sald. “Then you can go
and tolk nonsense to Sophy.”

They were back In the crowd now,
and she dismissed him with a ltile
pod. Tle made his way quickly to the
ppot where he had seen Sophy. To
bis disappointment, she hwl disap-
peared.  Grplllot, however, came up
and selzed him by the arm,

“8tiL playing the moth, my young
Priend?' he exclalmed.  “Aren't the
wings sufficlently burned yoet?"
¢ #I am afrald It's become a perma-
gent role,” John replied, ns the two

en shook hands. “Where have yon

all these weeks, nud why haven't,
rou been to sce mo?’

“Parls, my dear young felend—Parls
and Nfe! Now I am back again—I1
am not sure that I know why. 1 came
over with these French people, to
fee them start thelr theater, Forglive'
me, 1 have not pald my respects to our
fostess. We shall meet agaln pres
ently."

He strolled off, and a few minutes
later John found Sophy.

“How late yent are!l' he grumbled.

“I couldn't help 1t" she answered,
*This Is the only evening dress I pos-
sess at present, and I had to mend It
before It was decent to come out In,
Why nre you wandering about nlone?
Hasn't Loulse been kind to yout"

“She hns been charming," John de-
elared promptly, “but ahe Is surround-
ed with all sorts of ‘people I don't
know. I can't help her. For one
thing, my French is mbsurd.* Then

they are all talking about things which

{ don't understand in the least.”

Bophy remnined silent for a me-
@ent. Then she took John's arm and

led him to the buffet,

“Give me an ice and a cigarette,
will you, please? You are a dear, Im-
practical porson, but you are as much
out of this world ns a human belng

well could bef"

John waited upon her without any

“Sophy,” he asked, sitting down by
have the prince

her aide, “tell me, W

and Louise always such great
friends?” . '
Bophy looked steadfastly at hcr Ice.

| suppose becauss the prince is n
enltivhted person,”
39 of great as-
| thines, It
Miles Faraday

|
He hadl |

It would have glven e mors |
fn,\r than anything else In the world |

utel b !

By E. PHILLIPS OPPENHEIM

———

when he put on this pluy of Graillot's,
Gralllot hasa't a penny, you know,
nod poor Miles was almost broke after
three fallures.™

“That was just an investment,”
John remarked Irritably. “He will get
his money back agaln."”

“Or course,” Sophy agreed. “I think
the prince generally mannges to get
vaulue for what he does in life.”
+*You don't think Louise ever
thuught of caring for him, do you?"
John persisted,

Sophy pnused until she had it a
vigarette, The expression In her face,
when she looked up at John, Ieritated
Lim vaguely, It was as If she woere
talking to a child. -

“1 think," she sald, “you had hetter
nsk Loulse that question yourself,
don't you"

. . . . . . .

e nsked it nn hour or =o later,
when at Inst the party of guests had
taken their leave, and, somewhnt to
the well-bred surprise of the one or
two frlends who lingered, Louise had
heckoned to JIbhn to tuke her out to
her ear. Her hand hoad €ought his at
e, her hend rested o little wearlly
but very comtentedly upon his shoul-
der,

“Louise, dear,” he begnn, *1 asked
Sophy n question tonight which I
ought to have asked you. Quite pgop-
erly, she told me sn."

“Nice lttle soul, Sophy!" Louise
murmured,  “What was It, John?"

"Onee or twlce T have wondered,”
he went on, “whethor you have over
cared In nny sort of way, or come
near to earing, for the prince of
:"'w) ray”

I'or 0 moment she made no move-
ment,  Then she turned her head and
Invked at hilm.  The sleepy content
hud gong from her eyes,

“Why do you nskf"

“lsn't It quite a natural  guestion
from a Jenlous men who believes thnt
cvoryone who Sees you must

st fow years?  He umderstands your
it ‘There are muany things that you
nid e Tievae Ine earitmon.

Lonlse was booking out of the win-
dow st the thin stream of people still

“Look Mere, Graillot, You Know It s
Not True"

pussing nlong Pleadilly, She seemed
suddenly to have become only the
shndow of her former brillant self.
“T think that once—perhups twice,”
she confessed, “1 eame very near to
earing for him."

“And now?”

"And now,” she repeated, suddenly
gripping Joln's hands, “I tell you that
I nm very much aearer hating him.
So much for the prince! In ten min-
utes we shall be at home, and you
ure such n dear stupld about coming

e === ————

T —

“that these French uctresses get at
us o little more completely even than

son? Il tell you, It is because they
live the life. They have n dozen new
emotions In a season. They make a

to dissect their passions, They cut
thelr own life Into small pleces and
give us the result without conceal-
ment. That Is where they score, If
anywhere, This Mme. Latrobe, who
opens over here tomorrow night, Is In
love at the present woment with Jean
Tourbet. She had an affalr with that
Itnlinn poet in the summer, so they
tell me. She wns certainly ln Madrid
iy Octaber with Bretoldl, the sculp-
tor. These men are all great artists,
Think what she must have learned
from assoclating with them! Now
Louise Maurel, so fur as we know,
has never hand but one affalr, the pritce
of Beyre, and has been falthful (o him
nll the time,”

It was out at last!
It spoken In plain words, The black
demon upon which his hand had lain
a0 heavily, was illve now, without a
doubt, Jeering at him, mocking nt him
~—nllve and self-assertive in the sober
words of the elderly, wellsbred man
who lounged upon the tahle,

For n moment or two John wos
stunned, A wild hnpulse assalled him
o deap uap and confront them all, to
chake the le bock down the throat
of the mon who hud uttercd it. Every
nerve In s body way tngling with
the deslee for aetion.  The stupor of
hls senses wlone kept him motlonless,
and a strange, incomprehensible elar-
Ity of thought, He reallzed exactly
how things were, This wan hnd not
spoken idly, or a8 1 senndalmonger.
ITe hed spoken what he had neeepted
18 & Lact, what other people belleved,

be In |
love with you?  Yon have seen n gront | slightly. As lie pussed down the stulrs,
(deal of the prince, hoven't you, in the |

| here!

in. You must try to say all the nice
things In the world to me quickly—in
ten minutest"

“How shall I begin? he whispered.
Bhe lenned once more toward him,
“You don't need nny hints," she mupr
mured. “You're reanlly quite good at
it

—

CHAPTER XX.

The ten minutes passed yvery much
too quickly, ™ 8he wan gone, and John,
thrilled though he was through all his
sonsea by the almost passionate fervor
of her leave-taking, found himself
once more confronted by that Uttle
binck demon, There was something
about all of them, all these people
whom he knew to be hin friends, which
seemed to him to savor of & consplira-
cy. There was nothing that conld be
put Into definite shape—just the ghost
of torturing, Impossible thoughts, He
was In no bumor to go home, Chang-
Ing the order he had first given to the
chauffeur, hoe was driven instead to n
suinll Bohemian eclub which he had
Joined at QGraillot's inatigation,

deska; others were

modern nctresses, winding up by con.
trasting Loulse Maurel's style with
that of her chief French rival, John
found himself listealng with plonsed
Interest. The man's oplulon was cer
tfinly not unfavorable to Loulse,

“It Is only In the finer shades of
emotionalism,” the critic declared,

| p—

He
had o vagne hope that he might flnd
the grent deamntist there, There were
no algna of him, however, in the smok.
Ing room, or anyone else whom John

He'threw himself ioto an eany cluir

and ordered a whisky-andsoda, Two
men close at hand were writing at

lounging about,
discussing the evening's reception. One
man, sittiog upon the table, a recog-
nized authorily, waa treating the com-
pany to a fluent dissertntion upon

Jolin rose to his feet and made his
wiy townrd the door, Hig face showed
litgle slgn of disturbanee,  He oven
notlided to some men whom he knew

le et Grealllot,  Then once wmore his
solfoontrol. Boeenme in donger.  He
selzod the Frenclinian savagely by the
anrm.

“Clotne this way"” he sald, lending
him townrd the eard-room, *“Come in
I warit to speak to you"

He lpcked the door—a most un-
heard-of  and  frregulnr proceeding.
tralllot felt the eoming of the storm.

WOl he exelabmed geimly, “Trou-
ble ulrenily, eh? 1 =ep it In your facve,
Noung man,  Out with e

I wis sitting o the smoking room
there, a few moments ago,” he began,
Jerking his head  toward the door,
“There were some men  talking—de-
cent fellows, not dirty seandal-mon-
gers.  They spoke of Loulse Maurel,”
Graillot nodded gravely, He koew
very well whut was coming,

John felt his throat suddenly dry.
The words he would have gpoken
choked him. Me banged his fist upon
the table by the side of which they
were standing,

“Look, here, Gralllot,” he crled, nl+
most plteously, “you know it is not
true, nor llkely to be true! Can't
you say so?”

“Stop, my young friend!" the
IFrenchman Interrupted. “I know noth-
Ing. It 1s n habit of mine to know
nothing when people make suggestions
of thar sort. I mnke no Inguirles. I
necept life and people as 1 ind them,”
“But you don't belleve that such a
thing could be possible?”’

“Why not?” Gralllot asked steadily.
John could do no more than mum-
ble o repetition of his words, The
world was fulling awny from him,
“T will not discuss this matter with
you, my friend. I will only nsk you
to remember the views of the world In
which we live. Loulse Maurel Is nn
artist, n great nrtist. If there has
been awch un nffale a8 you suggest, be-
tween her and nny man, £ It were
something which appealed to her af-
fectlons, It 1s my opinlon that she
would not hesitate, You seem to think
it an outrageons thing that the prince
should have been her lover. To be
perfectly frank, I do not, I should be
very much more surprised at her mar-
ringe.”

John made his escape somehow, He
remenbered opening the door, but he
had no recollgetion of reaching the
street, A few minutes later, however,
he found himself striding down Ple-
cadilly toward Hyde Park corner.

He found a tnxicab and was driven
townrd the Milun. He was consclous
of a wild desire to keep away from
his rooms, Every pulse in his body
wns tingling. He wans flercely nwake,
eager for motlon, nctlon, excltement
of nny sort. Suddenly he remembared
the night club to which he hnd been
Introduced by Bophy on the first night
of his arrival In London. The ad:
drens, too, was there quite clearly In
his disordered brain. He leaned out
of the cab and repeated it to the driv-

er.

Tho little place was unexpectedly
crowded when ho entered, after hay-
Ing handed his hat and cont to n
vontinire, A large supper party was
going on at the farther end, and the

stretched hands,

time of night? ¥ancy not teNing mel
Is nnything the matter?"
“Nothing," he replied,
don't exactly know why I am here, |
simply don't want to go to bed.”
“Where Is the prince?’ he asked

Loulse Maurel. Do you know the rea-

cult of feeling. They use their brains

John had heards

dancing spaneo was smaller than usu-
al. The maltre d'hotel was escorting
John to a small table in a distant
corner, which had just been wvacated,
when the latter heard his name sud-
denly called by a famillar voice, Bo-
phy, who had been dancing, aban-
doned her partner precipitately and
catne hurrying up to John with out-

“John!" she exclalmed. “You, of

all people In the world }, What do you
mean by coming here alone at this

"I roally

Sophy, struck by something In his
volee, swung around and looked at
him. Then she thrust both her arms
through his, clasped her two hands
together, and led him firmly away, A
glimmering of the truth was begin-
ning to duwn upon her.

“Tell me where you have been since
you left the reception,” she Insisted,
when at lost they were seated to-
gether,

“Wait till T bave ordered some
wine,” he sald.

A walter served them with cham-
pagne, When John's glass was filled,
{he dralned Its contents. Sophy
watched him with surprise, She cmme
u little closer to him,

“John,” &he whispered, “you must
tell me—do you hear? You must tell
me everything! Did you tuke Louise
home?” /

IIYl.&"

“What happened, then? You didn't
quarrel with herf”

“Nothing at all happened,” he ns-
sured her. “We parted the best of
friends, It wasa't thot."

“Then what? Remember that I sm
your friend, John, dear, Tell me ey-
erything.” |

“1 will tell you," he assented. “I
went to a little club I belong to on
the Adelphl Terrace, 1 sat down in
the snioking room. There was no one
there I knew. Some men ware talk-
Ing. They had Leen to the reception
tonlght. They were compuring French
aetresses and Engllsh.  They spoke
first of the French woman, Latrobe,
and her lovers; then of Loulse. They
spoke quite calmly, ke men diseuss-
Ing history, They compared the two
netresses, they compared thele Hyes,
Lutrobe, they suld, had lovers by the
seore—Loulse only one,”

Sophy’s hund stole into his, She
wns watching the twisting of his fea-

eltement undernenth,

“I think I can guess,” she whis-
pered,
me,  Bomething was sald about the
prinee !

Ilis eyes Blazed down upon her,
“You, too?" he muttered, “Does
the whole world know of It and speak
ts 1 it did not matter? Sophy, is it
true? Speak out! Don't be afraid of
hurting ma. You eall yourself wmy
friend.  T've been dewn, looking ot
the outside of her house, T dared not
g0 In.  There's a fire burning In my
sonl! Tell we f 1t 15 true!”

“You must not ask me that ques-
tion, John," she begged, “How should
I know? Besides, these things ure so
different In our world, the world you
haven't found out much nbout yer,
Supposing It were true, John,"” she
went on, “remember that It was be-
fore you knew her. Supposing It
should be true, remember this—your
{den of life I too nbsurd, Is one ereed
made to fit human belngs who may
differ in o million different wnys? A
woman may be as good as uny ever
born into the world, and yet tuke just
n little love Into her life, if she be
true and folthful In dolng it. I don't
belleve there Is a dearer or sweeter
woman brenthing than Loulse, but one
must have love, Don't I know It?
A man mny be strong enough to lve
without it, but a woman—never !"
The skirts of the women brushed
thelr table as they dnneed, the rhythm
of the musle rose and fell ahove the
murmur of lnughter and conversation,
John looked around the room, nnd o
sort of despair crept In upon him, It
wns no good! He bad come to Lon-
don to understnnd; he understood
nothing. He was mnde of the wrong
fiher, If only he could chunge him-
self! It It were not too late! If
he could make himself like other men!
“I must not ask you nny more ques-
tions, Sophy,” he sald. “You are her
frlend, and you have spoken very
sweetly, Tomorrow 1 will go nnd see
her.”

“And tonight, forget it all," she
pleaded, *Wipe It out of your mem-
ory. Tonight she 1s not here, and I
am, Even If you are furlously In love

The Prince Resled Back.

with her, there isn't any harm in your
being just a little nice to me, Glve
me some champagne; and I want some
caviar sandwiches ("

“1 wonder why you are 80 good to
me, Bophy!" he exclalmed, us he gave

o order to n walter, “You ought
elther to marry your young man down
at Bath, or to hnve n sweetheart of
your own, a companion, some one
quite different.”

“How difercat?”

“Someone who cared for you us you
deserve to be cared for, msnd whom
you cared ‘"| too,"

;

g
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was steady; his bearing, as usual, de-
liberate and distingulshed.

He came to a standstill beside them.
Sophy's fingers clutched at the table
cloth, The prince looked from one to
the other.

“You have robbed me of a guest,
Mr. Strangewey,” he remarked; “but I
bear you no Nl-will, It Is very seldom
that one sees you in these haunts of
disslpation,”

“It 18 n gala night with me” John
replied, his tone ralsed no more than
usual, but shaking with some pnew
quality. “Drink n gloss of wine with
we, prince,” he invited, taking the
bottle from the lce-pail and filling a
tumbler upon the table. “Wish me
luck, won't you? 1 am engaged to
be married!"

“] wish you happlness with all my
heart," the prince answered, holding
his glass up. “May I not know the
nane of the lndy?"

“No doubt you are prepared for the
news," John told him, “Miss Maurel
has promised to become my wife."”

‘The prince's hand was as steady as
a roek, He raised his gloss to his lips,

“I drink to you both with the grent-
est of plegsure,” he sald, looking John
full In the face, “It I8 o most remurks
able colneldence. Tonight s the ane
niversary of the night when Loulse
Muurel pledged herself to me."”

John's frame seemed for g moment
to dilate, nand fire flashed from his
oY 0S,

“Will you be good enough to explaln
those words?" he demnnded.

The prince bowed, He glanced to-
ward Sophy.

"Sioee you Insist!" he replied, “To-
night, then, let me tell yvou, I8 the an-

tures,  She nnlerstond so well the ex- | niversary of the night when Loulse
| Maurel consented to become my—" »

What fellowed came ke n thunder-

“Don't hurt yourself telling | clnp. The prinee reeled brek, hiz hand
| to his mouth, blood dropping upon the

tableeloth from his lips, where John
hnd struck b, e mode a sudden
spring at his nssallant, Sophy, shriek-
Ing, leaped to her feet. Everyone
else In the place seemed paralyzed
with wonder.

John seized the prinee by the throut,
and held him for g moment at arm's
length, Then he lifted him off his feet
ns one might lift a child from the
floor, Tolding his helpless vietim In
n merclless grip, he carried hlin across
the room and deliberntely flung him
over the table toward his empty chalr,

Saphy held John by the arm, clutch-
ing it hysterleally, striving to (rug
him away. But to John the room was
empty. He stood there, & giant, mo-
tionless figure, his muscles still taut,
his face tenge, his eyes aflame, glar-
Ing down nt the prostrate figure of
the man on whom he hnd wreaked the
nccumulated fury of these last doys
and weeks of madness,

CHAPTER XXI.

Townrd nine o'clock on the follow-
ing morning John rose from a ftful
sleep nnd looked aromnd him, Even
before he counld recall the events of
the preceding night he felt that there
wns n weight pressing upon his brain,
n misernble sense of emptiness in Nfe,
a dnll feeling of bewllderment, Al-
thonugh he had no elenr recollection of
getting there, he realized that he was
in his own sitting-room, and that he
had been asleep upon the couch, He
saw, too, that it was morning, for a
rny of sunlight Iny ncross the carpet,

As he sirnggled to his feet, he saw
with n little shock that he was not
nlone, Sophy Gerard was curled np
in his ensy chalr, still In evening
clothes, her clonk drmwn closely
nround her, aa If she were cold. Her
head had fallen back, She, too, was
nsteep, At the sound of his move-
ment, however, she opened her eyes

t

ad

get away before the poliee arrived.
He waos so afraid of anything getting
into the papers. I drove you back
herc, and, as you still seemed stunned,
I brought you upstairs. ,I didn’t mean
to stay, but I couldn’t get you to say
a single coherent word, 1 was afrald
to leave you alone '™

“I suppose I wns drunk,” he said,
In a dull tone, *T remember filling my
glags over and over again. There Is
one thing, though,” he added, his voice

l mil ﬁ

“Remember,” She Whispered,
Have to Go to See Louise”

"“You

gaining a sudden strength; “1 was not
drunk when I struek the prince! 1
remember those few seconds very dis-
tinetly.
crything, felt everything, If no one
had Interfered, T think T should have
kHled him!"

“You woere not drunk at all,” she de-
clared, with n lttle shiver, “but you
were in a state of terrlble excitement,
It waus w long time before I could get
you to lle down, and then yon wouldn't
close your eyes untll 1 came and sat
by your side, T watched you go to
sleep. I hope you are not angry with
me! 1 didn't like to go and lenve
you."

“How could T be angry?' he pro-
tested. “You are far kinder to me
than I deserve, 1 expect 1 should
have been In a pollice cell but for
youl"

“And now,” she begged, coming over
to him and speaking In a more mate
ter-of-fact tone, “do let us he prie-
tical. I must run away, and you must
go and have a bath ond change your
clothes, Don't he afrald of your repu.
tation. 1 can get out by the other en-
trance.”

“Remember,” she whispered, “you
have to go to see Lounise!”

He covered his face with his hands,

“What's the use of It?" he groaned.
“It's only another turn of the screw!"

‘Don't be foolish, John," she nd.
monlshed briskly, “You don't actunl
Iy know anything yet—nothing at nll:
at least, you are not sure of anything.
And. begides, you strange, Fupossible
person,” she went on, patting his
hand, “don't you see that you must
Judge her, not by the stundarda of
your world, in which she has never
lived, but by the standaris of her
world, In which she wins bhorn and
bred? That Is only falr, lsn't 17"

He rose listlessly to his feet, There
wns f strange, dall look In his face,

“Yon are n dear girl, Sophy!™ he
eild. “Don't go Jost yot. I have never
felt like it before in my life, Lot just
now I don't want to be loft alone,
Send a hoy for some clothes, aml }
will order some ten.”

She hesitated.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

NEW CLEANER RUN BY WATER

Recently Invented Device Can Be Oper-
ated at Any Point in House Where
There la Hydrant.

A voncuum cleaner hns heen Invent-
ed which ean be opernted wherever
there 18 a hydrant In the house,

A pipe of the right dlamater Ia
screwed into the hydrant's mouth and
runs down to the bottom of the sink.
A spiral noszle fits the pipe just below
the mouth of the hydrant. An angular
pipe opens Into the vertical pipe Im-
iedlately below the nozxle and slopes
up to connect with a rubber hdse on
the guiding rod.

To clean the room you turn on the
water and gulde the rod over the enr-
pet. After traversing the mpiral noz-
zle the water whirls nround and passes
the opening of an angulnr pipe, fore-
ing out all the alr near It The
vacuum 8o created starts the ajr flow-
Iing in tho rubber howe.

Gold and Palladium,

A goldpullndium alloy, under the
name of “Pdlan,” has béen put on the
market by a firm In Callfornis, accord-
ing 'to Commerce Reports, and is of-
fored ns o substitute for the moro ex-
pensive piatinum-iridium alloy gener-
ally used by chemists, A erucible of
this ware has been tested at the Unit-
ed ftates bureau of standards. The
melting point 1s 1,870 degrees Centl-
grade, which corresponds to that of an
alloy of 80 per cent gold and 20 per
cent palludium, The ware Is very
promising as a substitute for plati-
num for many laboratory purposes.

A Shallow Exouse.
Nine times out of ten when the man
who has falled deciares he did his best,

be 18 iying about it—~Houston Pout.

Scaring Them Away.

Frank A. Vanderllp, chalrman of a
Liberty Loan committee, sald in New
York:

*The lonn mnchinery wns made ensy,
simple and informal, so that all could
come In. We didn't want to scare the
plain people away, you know.

“Some of our past lonns Ald seare
the plain people, They were like tho
swagger seashore hotel,

“This hotel wns 80 very swagger
thnt the guests all felt llke Inmates
or prisoners,

“There was a little mnn who arrived
there one night and rang his bell for
some lce, water. No answer, He rang
again, Bl no answer. Then he put
hils finger_on the button and held it
there till he henrd footateps, ;

“A knock, ond n majestic maid en-
tered. Bhe looked ut the little mun
scornfully. & i

“Did you ring? she nsked.

“iYen' sald he.

“‘Humph,’ sald the mald. "Who lift-
ed you up to the bell?™

Negrose Famous as Composers,
There Is no doubt that Jamew Bland,
n negro musiclan, wrote “Carry Mg
Back to Old Virginla."" 'During tha
days of slavery there were in New Or
leans quite a number of well educated

the carliest American negro
authors wns James Hemmen
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SHIP YOUR CATTLE,
HOGS and SHEEP
to CARR SMITH & SONS

Live Stock Commission Agenta

National Stock Yards, IIL

Write, wire or phone for special information

Every Woman Wan(s

AL TLEC
ANTISEPTIC POWDER

I suw evervthing, knew ev-|

A TRAGE MARK REG.UL 5. PAT, OFf

Will reduce Inflamed, Straincd,
Swollen Tendons, Ligaments,
or Muscles. Stopsthe lamencssand
E.':’In from a Splint, Side Bone »

ne Spavin, No blister, no L

one and horse can be used. £23
ﬁnttle at droggists or delivered, De
scribe your case¥or special instruce
tians and interesting horse Book 2M Free,
"sqn’lﬂ! IR,y the antiseptic liniment for
mankind, redlices Strained, Torn Li
ments, Swollen Glands, Veins or Muncicu
Heals Cuts, Sores, Ulcers, Allayn pain, ¥io
BL.O0 abonle st dealernar dellvered. Mook “Esidence’ 1

W. F. 10UKG, . 0.7, 310 Tempie Street, Springtiid, Nozs,

Relief,

“Another thing to be thankful for!"

“Whut's that?"

“All the stores are closed, Por one
dny there's no chance of being remind
ed thut anything hag gone up in priee”

IMITATION I8 SBINCEREST FLATTERY
but like counterfeit money the imita-
tion has not the worth of the original
Insist on “La Crecle" Hair Dressing—
it's the original. Darkens your halr in
the natural way, but contains no dye.
Price §1.00.—Adv.

Question of Looka

Murietta nand Janet had fallen oot
They found themselves side by sile
In n rallwny teain and Marletta mude
overtures of peace. Janet replied to
her conversational efforts only shortly
unti} Marlettn unwikely remarked:
“I was told yesterday I get my gond
looks from mother.”
“l wouldn’t repeat that it I were
you," sald Janet, gravely.
“Why nor?
“Well, you know,” sald Jahet, “pei-
ple will think your mother was stings.”

Btate of Oh'o, City of Toledo, Lucas
County~—gs,

Frank J. Chenes makea onth that he Is
sanlor pariner of the firm of F, J. Cheney
& Co., doing buainesa In"the City of To-
el Goualy ead State aternid Sod ot

m e BU (4] Jane
et L G
ou P use o0

i V.
to be me and subaoribed in
l:.r gml ence, this Sth day of December,

(Beal)  A. W. Glanson, Notary Public,

HALL'S CATARRH n.(;amc{h in tak-
on Internnlly and acts t u&n the Bilood
on the Mucous Burfaces ;% @ Bystem.

Druggists, 75c. Testimonlala froe,

F. J, Cheney & Co., Toledo, Ohlo

Worth Weight In Gold.

Fifteen yenrs ago Adam Stouffel of
Findlay, O, purchased a Plymouth
Rock hen, and now the hen, nt fhe
age of nineteen years, Is laylng eggs
with the rest of the flock, and there
nre no indientions that she {s golog to
quit.
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Ugly Human Faces,

“What surprised me most when I
eaw the world after belng blind twen:
ty-four ypars wos the human faces.
:j :mld imngined them much more beuu:

ul," \

Thin In the Yo
atntement mnde

who lost lier sighdl at the age of two

the nge of twenty-
by un operation,

says, the Tokyo Eust. The girl
became a whpiapoder, but found life
too hard for her.

sulcide by a




